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love., came gliding with such unspeakable grace from her soft lips,
that the answered lover could not help receiving it with a warm
melting kiss.

The tender pair had now time and opportunity for decipher-
ing all the hieroglyphics of their mysterious love; which afforded
the most pleasant conversation that ever two lovers carried on.
They found, what our commentators ought to pray for, that they
had always understood and interpreted the text aright, without
once missing the true sense of their reciprocal proceedings. It
cost the delighted "bridegroom almost as great an effort to part
from his charming bride, as on the day when he set out on his
crusade to Antwerp. However, he had an important walk to
take; so at last it became time to withdraw.

This walk was directed to the "Weser-bridge, to find Timber-
toe, whom he had not forgotten, though he had long delayed to
keep his word to him. Sharply as the physiognomist, ever since
his interview with the open-handed Bridge-bailiff, had been on
the outlook, he could never catch a glimpse of him among the
passengers, although a second visit had been faithfully promised.
Yet the figure of his benefactor had not vanished from his me-
mory. The moment he perceived the fair-apparelled youth from
a distance, he stilted towards him, and gave him kindly welcome.
Franz answered his salutation, and said: "Friend, canst thou
take a walk with me into the Neustadt, to transact a small affair ?
Thy trouble shall not be unpaid."

" Ah ! why not ?" replied the old blade; " though I have a
wooden leg, I can step you with it as stoutly as the lame dwarf
that crept round the city-common;11 for the wooden leg, you must
know, has this good property, it never tires. But excuse me a
little while till Graycloak is come : he never misses to pass along
the Bridge between day and night."

" What of Graycloak ?" inquired Franz : "let me know about
Mm."

" Graycloak brings me daily about nightfall a silver groschcn,
I know not from whom. It is of no use prying into things, so I
never mind. Sometimes it occurs to me Graycloak must be the
devil, and means to buy my soul with the money. But devil or

11 There is an old tradition, that a neighbouring Countess promised in jest to
give the Bremers as much land as a cripple, who was just asking her for alms,
would creep round in a day. They took her at her word; and the cripple crawled
so well, that the town obtained this large common by means of him.